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The shocking waste of it! Why did people throw away their lives?
Yet still he hoped. He did not have Tronder shot out of hand; he had
Ling plastered with notices informing the citizens that the minister
was being held as a hostage; if all those who had failed to report did so
within three days he would be released, and no punishment would be
meted out to those who surrendered, though they would be taken under
escort to the north. It should never be said that he had not been
patient; patient and lenient.
When the three days' grace expired and not one of the absentees
reported, he had the market-square flanked on all sides with troops.
He had Steven Tronder marched into the middle of the square, his
hands tied behind his back. He had him bound to a cattle-pen, and
he himself gave the order to the firing-squad. Tronder faced the guns
unblindfolded, at his own request. He looked straight into Colonel
Anton's eyes, and Anton looked as unwaveringly into his, and gave the
command.
Under the commandant's orders the body was left in the square all
day, with an armed guard. The mayor's request to have the corpse
removed and given Christian burial was refused. At sundown a
squad of soldiers came and removed it, and what became of it none of
the townsfolk knew.
The following day the round-up of the resisters began, and'after
that there were shootings every day for a week in the market-place.
Joseph and Alun Vesteralte were amongst the first batch to be shot.
They all died bravely, and every day the bodies were left in the square
under armed guard and removed in the evening.
After the execution of the first batch the mayor collected a dele-
gation of the leading citizens of the town, including the doctor, and
asked for and was granted an interview with the commandant. He
prayed that a further appeal might be made to the resisters to sur-
render ; let leaflets be dropped to them in the mountains by 'plane;
let their friends and relatives go to them in their hiding places and
beseech them.
'This little peaceful town already runs with blood," he pleaded,
and the tears streamed down Ms grey furrowed cheeks.
"It is my regret that it does so," Colonel Anton said.
Dr. Bard protested sharply, "It is you who give the orders for these
atrocities."
The CGioneFs pale cold eyes looked directly into the doctor's dark
issuing ones.
"It is your people who force the ugly necessity upon me."
"In your country you count patriotism as a high virtue. We^are
sot less -patriotic in this country, Commandant*'